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EVERLASTING THANKS
by Treadwell Atkins

Thank You God

For the cosmos, 
For the world, 

For sharing Jesus
For the breath that fills us

On our journey through this life 
For our youth

For our age
Wonder! Wonder! Wonder! 

For strength that helps us live
For then and now and all to come 

For our clinging
For our letting go

You always have us in your hold 
For stones below and clouds above 
The wonder of your ceaseless love

Thank You God
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CALLED TO HOPE 
by Saba Blanding

When I was in graduate school for social work, I did my first field practicum at 
Catholic Charities Refugee Services. When I was there a caseworker shared the 
story of one of his clients, a family that took their little dog along with them on a 
boat from Cuba to the shores of the United States. And the whole family arrived 
safely.

The way his face lit up talking about that little dog's place in the family. The 
delight.

I also observed two therapy groups with preliterate women. The first was with a 
group of Somali Bantu women. And there was a woman in the group that was 
born, grew up, married, and had a child in the refugee camp. Her whole life took 
place in a radius intended to be a temporary settlement. An entire generation.

There is so much about their stories that is heartbreaking and enraging. There is 
so much trauma. But that fact. It awed me. At the resilience of humanity. At the 
indifference of life to halt for anything. Life did not stop. It continued.

I think about my semester there often. I think about that little dog. I think about 
this woman often. But this year. I cannot stop thinking about their lives. Every 
single time I hear of a pregnancy or a birth or a proposal or a marriage. Of a new 
job. Of a new home. Of recovery. Of life continuing amidst death.

Of joy in the midst of grief.

Life does not stop. It continues through famine and warfare and genocide and 
slavery. Through pandemics and plagues. Through earthquakes and hurricanes. 
Through every oppression. Through every disaster.

Since the world shut down last spring, I have watched our two-year-old and our 
eight-year- old with the same wonder. How they continued to learn and grow. 
How Soraya insisted on wearing her fancy, sparkly red Christmas dress to George 
Floyd's memorial. How Leila found life in a rock at our campsite because her 
curiosity drew her to observation. How they just wear their masks. At the zoo, at a 
protest, with their grandparents. How they turned into a three-year-old and a 
nine-year-old.

“So they left the tomb quickly with fear and great joy, and ran to tell his disciples.” 
(Matthew 28:8)
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With fear and great joy. With fear AND great joy.

There are times I have felt so stuck. So untethered. So disoriented. So full of fear. 
And great joy.

AND great joy.

I used to think of Easter as the part of the story that was uncomplicated and 
unblemished. Where you wear white dresses to church. Where the sorrow is over, 
and you celebrate. But I have grown to see beyond that. There is so much lament 
after Jesus rises.

We are called into the hope of Jesus. Of human flesh. Birth, death, and 
resurrection. Joy in the midst of grief.
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FOG LIGHT 
by Linda Davenport 

Walking in my neighborhood on a gray day this past January, I felt the weather 
matched my mood. The first days of 2021 weren't bringing me much joy. My 
whole world, from the national news to the scary physical condition and 
upcoming surgery of my husband, seemed to have tilted to worrisome, fear, dark 
and disgusting. We were in a dense fog alert. 

I was Bummed! 

Then I came upon this tree. 

The foggy light rays through the branches spoke of hope and redemption. It was 
the fog that made the light visible. My peace blessing. 

Grumpiness gone! 

Joy restored! 
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HEARING RAINBOWS 
by Terri DiRaddo 

When my daughter Callie was three, she was swinging in the backyard and was 
startled by a loud clap of thunder. Her eyes lit up and she remarked, "I think I hear 
a rainbow coming!" 

That statement was such a symbol of hope that it comes to mind so vividly as I 
reflect on the past year and looks towards Easter. 

This past year has seemed like one thunder clap after another. So many hardships, 
so much hatred, so many challenges. 

But in the midst of the storms, I saw so many people reaching out to others, 
providing care, giving shelter and keeping the faith. 

It was also a thunderous time as Christ headed towards the cross. But I hear a 
rainbow coming in the resurrection and the hope in the promise of the love of 
Jesus Christ. 
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ODE TO A VACCINE 
by Timothy Lawson 

Ode to a vaccine and freedom, normalcy. 

My anxiety is high, on level 10 

One might say mind racing as I wait at the traffic 

Light 

Nothing to do when locked in a vacancy 

But to pray. 
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A SEED OF HOPE 
by Mary Matteucci 

After the deep freeze in February, I looked out toward my once lush and colorful 
garden (yes, even in the winter); all I saw was destruction and death, a mass of 
brittle stalks and brown withered leaves. I felt sadness, knowing I would need to 
rebuild from the beginning. 

Several weeks later, however, I noticed green shoots peeking through and with 
them the promise of life.

During the pandemic, I have felt those dead plants at times with withered spirits 
and faltering faith. Yet, it has been in some of those dark moments Christ has 
made himself known, though I didn't always realize it. 

As I reflect, it has been in my slowing down that this pandemic had caused that I 
have seen Christ in the smiles and encouraging words from friends when I needed 
them most. In the simple hugs from loved ones or in taking a socially distanced 
walk with friends, appreciating every step and smile. 

I have felt spiritual nourishment from the Sunday serves and the weekly Sunday 
Meditation meetings. Those have helped me listen better to God's word rather 
than my own. But the path is long and challenging. 

Going forth in this Easter season, I think this is what the promise of Christ's 
resurrection means to me: I want to be that seed, "planted in the house of the 
Lord," that grows in Christ's mercy. One that will listen rather than judge, 
encourage rather than criticize, and love rather than despise. 
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THE SWEETEST ALLELUIAS 
by John Merullo 

Most years, Holy Week and Easter are my most frantic time of year. 

I joined Trinity Church and Trinity Choir nearly twenty years ago. Until last year, 
that meant a dizzying number of liturgies between Palm Sunday and Easter Day. 
The number varies, but most often, our choir sings at seven or eight services in 
that week. Psalms, hymns, anthems, chants, and canticles: We get more music sung 
in that short time than in a month of the Season after Pentecost. 

With this time commitment at Easter, other things had to take a back seat. When I 
became the main cook in our family, Easter dinner became lasagna. Why? It could 
be made Friday or Saturday, assembled, and popped in the oven when I got home 
after singing at two Easter morning masses. 

The pandemic has changed all that. We had no choir at all for Holy Week last year. 
This year, we have some virtual choir pieces and some small ensembles at some 
services. While I am grateful for more time alone for reflection, I miss the manic 
energy. I miss spending time with my choir family. I miss gathering for the Easter 
portrait. 

Most of all, I miss being present in person for the Easter Vigil. 

The Vigil, is the greatest liturgy in our tradition: The lighting of the New Fire, the 
lighting and procession of the Paschal candle; the chanting of the Exsultet; the 
reading of the lessons in the darkened church. It all leads to that moment.

The altar candles are lit. And then it happens:
The priest proclaims: “Alleluia! Christ is risen!”

The people respond: “The Lord is risen indeed! Alleluia!”

The organ sounds. Bells ring. Our custom is the singing of Jeffrey Rickard's setting 
of “Christ our Passover.”

There is joy and cacophony and chaos and beauty all at once. Everyone has to 
adjust to the lights that have suddenly come on.

In a minute, we go from darkness and quiet to glare and bombast. 

It's a lot like the Resurrection.

Christ was dead and then is risen. He was in the tomb and yet he lives. Just like 
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that reality is transformed and what seemed the triumph of evil becomes the 
ultimate triumph of God.

We are experiencing a resurrection now, but it is not like the instant we see in our 
liturgy or that we read about in the Gospels. Our darkness has been much longer 
than three days. The year and change we have spent in this pandemic has put the 
whole world in the tomb, but slowly, we are coming back.

It is not with a cross and myrrh and aloes and a stone and angels. It is with masks 
and thermometers and social distancing and hand washing and needles.

Slowly we are moving from the world of quarantine to a new world. We are 
moving from Lent to Eastertide.

When our Lord rose, his body was different from his body before the Crucifixion. 
Our new world will not be the same as the one we left before what we have been 
calling Covidtide. There will be more caution. There will also be a greater 
appreciation for what we had taken for granted: Hugging; dining with friends; the 
Eucharist; and, yes, singing.

Next year, when we are, God willing, able to have our full slate of Holy Week and 
Easter liturgies again with all their pomp and drama, it will be different from any 
we have had before.

And those will, I am sure, be the sweetest alleluias I will ever have sung.
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NOW WHAT
by Theresa Prebilsky

Excerpt from her upcoming book Rose Petals

During this time of year, I always think of the family and friends that loved Jesus 
so very much, and what this time after his “death” might have felt like?

It brings to mind and heart the sickening silence after the funeral director has 
been paid and the casserole dishes have been returned. Sitting alone on the couch 
after everyone has gone while the colorful roses and carnations wilt and brown on 
the dispiriting mound of newly turned dirt.

Is this experience so unlike what those who knew and loved Jesus might have felt? 
Might they have said to one another, with still stinging and swollen eyes, “Now 
what?”

When I visited about this with my spiritual director, he offered a reminder from 
Mark.

Trembling and bewildered, the women went out and fled from the tomb. They said 
nothing to anyone, because they were afraid. – Mark 16:8

Trembling and bewildered.

I get that. Because not only had they lost their beloved in the flesh, they believed 
they were now returning to a time in their lives when their dying brother could 
not be resurrected, the lame could not be healed, the prostitute would not be 
forgiven and commanded to live her life as a beloved.

Unlike today, the mourners of those times did not have the advantage of two 
thousand years of history to know that the crucifixion of Jesus was not the ending, 
but rather the beginning of new life. Eternal life. A life of love, forgiveness, mercy, 
and grace made possible by the living Christ.

And that can never be the wrong answer to “Now what?”
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AN EASTER PEOPLE 
by Ron Starbuck 

Matthew 11:28-39 King James Version 
Come unto me, all ye that labor and are heavy laden, 

And I will Give you rest. Take my yoke upon you and learn of me; for I am meek and 
lowly in hearts: and you shall find rest unto your souls. 

We are an Easter people   We do not know how to live

And Alleluia is our song   Among the dead

Marked by the coming Christ   In the anguish

But in our deepest grief   Of our complacency

Earth's fairness fades    Remorse haunts us

And removes itself    An illusion steals

From all suffering    Our breath away

Within the world    In our inability to breathe

Becoming a season of sorrow   In such rigidity

Where impassive signs   And fear we lose

And forebodings    The point of living

Begin to reign as    As if it too has moved

We fail to remember    Elsewhere and is lost

Whom we are     While heaven bears witness

Our brightness gone    Watch now — we are being

Our gardens longing    Transformed through

For heaven's light reflected   A deeper memory at work

Once in a decency lived   Within the world

In this darkness    At a point which comes

We witness our death    Much later

Through a single loss    —when a season

Amid the holiness of life   Of hope restores the light.

Ron Starbuck© 2021
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SIX WORD MEDITATION 
by Mary Johns

Need hope

Here comes the Son!
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